Color and Colorless 


The Adventures of 


Mollie Sue and June Bug 
Written by Brenda J Hale 
Illustrations by Marjorie Schwartz 


Way back in the rolling hills of west Tennessee lived two little 
girls on one small cotton farm. Their families lived on the farm in two 
different homes. The little girls’ nicknames were Mollie Sue and June Bug. 
The girls’ mothers had given special names to each girl because they 


were best friends and loved to play together. 


The families worked together every day doing chores to take 
care of the farm. Mollie Sue and June Bug, both four years old, were too 
little to help with BIG chores on the farm, like chopping weeds between 


the cotton plants or carrying big long sacks to pick cotton in the fields. 


Mollie Sue and June Bug's mothers decided to keep the girls busy 
during summer by making a doll house for their dolls. The girls were given 


a cardboard boot box to decorate and make into a doll house. 


Mollie Sue had a boy doll made of corn husks, with a straw hat on 
his curly black hair, and blue jean overalls on his plump little body. June 
Bug's chubby girl doll had a bright blue bonnet on her curly blonde hair 
and a matching blue cotton dress, with tiny ruffles on the skirt. 

Their grandmothers had made the dolls for each of the girls. 
This was the best part of their playing together. They had dolls that had 


been made by hand with love and this love spilled over in their play time. 


Mollie Sue loved to cook like her grandma, who cooked for her 
brothers and sisters. Mollie Sue asked her grandma for pretty dishes and 
sturdy pans to use in the doll house. Mollie Sue wanted the doll family to 
have plenty of good food, like her grandma made. 

Mollie Sue's grandma found a few cups and plates, with little pink 
roses around the edges, and a few shiny pie pans that Mollie Sue could 


use. Now they could pretend to cook and serve meals in the dollhouse. 


When Mollie Sue had all her dishes and pans, she ran outside to 
the smokehouse where the little dollhouse and its family were kept nice 
and warm. 

The smokehouse was a small wooden shed where both of the 
girl's families kept their smoked hams hanging from the ceiling. When the 
families needed meat to serve at the table, they would go to the 


smokehouse and get the ham for their daily meals. 


Mollie Sue wanted to arrange all the pretty dishes beside the 
dollhouse just like her family's dinner table. This would be a special 
surprise for June Bug when she came out to play. 

June Bug had been busy, too, thinking about what she could do to 
decorate the dollhouse. June Bug's favorite thing to do was to draw and 
color pretty pictures with her crayons. If a blank paper was laying around 
loose, June Bug would carry it off to fill in all the blank spaces with 


colorful drawings. 


June Bug decided to color some pretty pictures for the 
dollhouse. Then the dollhouse would be like her house with lots of 
colorful pictures on the walls. After June Bug had colored all her pretty 
pictures, she ran out to the smokehouse to find Mollie Sue. 

When June Bug saw the pretty dishes all neatly set out beside the 
dollhouse, she said, "Oh Mollie Sue, what a tasty dinner and fun time we 


shall have for our dolls in their new house!" 


Mollie Sue grinned from ear to ear, just bursting with joy that she 
had pleased her friend, June Bug. The pretty dishes were all arranged for 
mealtime beside the box with the dolls. 

Then June Bug pulled her pretty pictures out from behind her 
back, so she could surprise Mollie Sue. Mollie Sue clapped her hands and 
giggled so excited, "June Bug, how beautiful our dollhouse will be with all 


your pretty pictures to make it so colorful!" 
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The two girls got busy placing all the pictures in the boot box 
dollhouse just the right way to make it look like a real home. All of a 
sudden June Bug's face became very serious and all wrinkled with worry. 
Mollie Sue cried, "Oh June Bug, what's the matter?" 

June Bug looked at Mollie Sue's face very slowly. Then June Bug 
looked down at Mollie Sue's arms and hands. June Bug said, "Mollie Sue, 


how come your skin has such a pretty color and my skin has no color?” 
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June Bug did not know the names of more than four or five colors 
in her crayon box. Even though she loved all the different colors she 
could not name, she was trying to think of a special color she had seen 
before. 

June Bug thought for a minute, then said, "Mollie Sue, | know 
where you got that special color of your skin. It's the same color as the 


caramel candy that you love to eat so much." 
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Mollie Sue's eyes got big and wide as she looked down at her 
hands and arms. "Oh June Bug, I...1 know I love’ caramel 
candy...but...but...1 don't think that's where my skin color came from." 

June Bug's mouth turned down at the corners and she looked like 
she was going to cry. June Bug pouted, "Oh Mollie Sue, | want to have a 
pretty color for my _ skin, too. What am _ | going to do? |! am 


just...just...COLOR-LESS!” 
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Mollie Sue came over and sat down next to June Bug and patted 
her friend on the back gently. "Oh, June Bug, please don't cry. We'll 
think of a way to find a pretty color for your skin, too." 

With the thought that her friend still loved her, whether she had a 
pretty color or not on her skin, June Bug cheered up right away. The two 
girls went back to playing with their dolls and their new dollhouse while 


they thought quietly about this problem of color. 
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After an hour or so passed, Mollie Sue's face lit up with a big 
smile, "I know, June Bug. What if we pick some of the red berries on the 
mulberry bush, and..." 

June Bug finished the idea for Mollie Sue, "...and | could rub the 
berries on my skin and then | would have pretty red colored skin! Oh what 
a wonderful idea!" Right away, they ran out to pick some bright red 


berries on the mulberry bush by the corner of the smokehouse. 
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June Bug grabbed a handful of berries and tried rubbing them on 
one of her arms. "Look, Mollie Sue, how pretty! I shall have a color for my 
skin, too!" June Bug kept rubbing more berries on her arms and legs, 


trying to make her skin the same color as the berries. 
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All of a sudden, she heard her mother's voice, the way it sounded 
when she was in trouble. "June Bug, what are you doing? You come 
inside, right now!" her mother said very loudly. 

June Bug quickly ran to her mother's side where she was rushed 
in the house, straight to the washroom and into the tub. June Bug's 
mother said, "What do you think you were doing rubbing all those berries 


on your skin?" 
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June Bug bit her lip a minute, while her mother began scrubbing 
June Bug's skin, trying to wash away the red berry color. June Bug began 
sniffling a bit, and a tear ran down her cheek. June Bug pleaded with her 
mother, "Mommy, | just wanted my skin to have a pretty color, too!" 

"What are you talking about, June Bug? Your skin is white, like it 
should be, or will be, if | can get these berry stains off," June Bug's 


worried mother said, as she continued to scrub away at June Bug. 
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June Bug began crying more tears, because her skin was starting 
to hurt a little bit from all the scrubbing. June Bug said, "Why can't | have 
a pretty color for my skin just like Mollie Sue?” 

June Bug's mother stopped scrubbing and puzzled she said, 
"June Bug, there's no reason for you to be colored like Mollie Sue. You 
have your own color of white skin. Now that's all there is to that." By 
then, June Bug was all cleaned up of berry stains. Her mother sent her to 


the supper table and quickly to bed afterwards. 
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The next day when playtime came again, June Bug ran out to the 
smokehouse to meet her friend. Mollie Sue looked a little unhappy to see 
her friend no longer had a pretty red color to her skin. "What happened to 
your colorful skin, June Bug?" Mollie asked. 

June Bug rolled her eyes up and around and went on to tell Mollie 
Sue all that had happened. The two girls began playing with their dolls 


and dollhouse again in the smokehouse. 
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In a little while, June Bug perked up and said, "I know what I can 
do! Mollie Sue, get your pie pans and let's make some mud pies. Only this 
time we'll use it for somethin’ very special." 

When the mud pies were ready, June Bug began spreading the 
mud on her arms and legs. "Look, Mollie Sue, my skin color is a little bit 
closer to your pretty color. Maybe Mommy will like this color better than 
mulberries." About that time, June Bug and Mollie Sue heard a shriek 


come from June Bug's house. They both said, "Oh, oh, here we go again." 
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June Bug's mother came out and marched June Bug back to the 
washroom. After a few minutes of scrubbing, June Bug's mother quietly 
said, "June Bug, why are you trying to make your skin a different color?” 

June Bug knew she better tell, so her mother would not scrub so hard. 
June Bug looked up into her mother's eyes and said, "Mommy, you say you 
love Mollie Sue just like she was your little girl. But | hear you say the 
word ‘colored’ about Mollie Sue's family. And you don't sound like you 


love her just like me." 


June Bug's mother stopped scrubbing and began crying. Then 
she gently put her arms around June Bug and said, "I'm sorry, June Bug. 
Mollie Sue does have a pretty color to her skin. And | do love her because 
you love her as your friend." 

June Bug's mother gently patted the towel on June Bug's stinging 
arms and legs. Then her mother said, "June Bug, if | give you a special 


name for your skin color, will you stop trying to change it?" 
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June Bug's face brightened up with a big smile and she nodded 
her head, "Yes, Mommy! Please let’s make special names for both our skin 
colors." 

The next day at playtime, June Bug was so excited she could 
hardly wait to tell Mollie Sue. "Guess what, Mollie Sue? Mommy taught me 
the name of a new color for my skin and for yours, too!" June Bug was 


very excited as she told her friend the good news. 
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"Mommy said | have Love-pink skin, like the Valentine's hearts we 
give to each other every year. Then she told me that you have Love-brown 
skin, like the caramel candy that we love to get in our Christmas stockings 
each year," June Bug finished telling her friend, all out of breath. 

Mollie Sue chimed in, "So we both have a skin color named Love - 
- it just comes in different flavors!" June Bug said, "Yes! I’m so glad we 


can share Love! That was sure painful trying to change my skin color. I'm 


glad now we can just be children of Love!" 
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June Bug and Mollie Sue never forgot their special dollhouse they 


made together that summer. 


Best of all, June Bug and Mollie Sue knew they would always be the 


best that LOVE can bring! 


©1996 Brenda J. Hale and 


Magpie Charney 


In loving Memory of Mrs. Bessie Hale 
and Mrs. Mary Sue Wardlow, 


Introduction 


As a child, my time was spent between the city housing 
project and the family farm in a rural area of West 
Tennessee. Which do you think was more fun? The farm! 

With the wide open spaces, lots of farm animals, woods, 
ponds, and ready friends to play make-believe, there are 
many fond memories. This little story was written from a 
child’s perspective. Knowing something was wrong, the 
child attempts to bring attention to the situation, to make it 
better for everyone. 

I hope you enjoy it! 

Brenda J Hale 
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Mrs. Mary Sue Wardlow 

My black grandmother, as I call 
her, Mary Sue passed in 2003. I was 
fortunate enough to have an adult- 
visit in 2001 with her, to thank her 
for ‘raising me right’! 

Mary Sue played a very 
important part to educate me in 
kindness of heart and to not 
discriminate on basis of skin color. 


~~ Reflections ~~ 
1909 2003 


On November 4, 1909, Mary Sue Rouser Wardlow was born to the 
union of the late Frank and Mary rouser in Lauderdale County, TN. 


She professed a Hope in Christ at an carly age and united with St 
Matthew Missionary Baptist Church where she served faithfully until 
her health failed. 


“Mam Maw”, as she was called by so many, was very active in her 
church. She served on the Usher Board, sang in the Choir, President of 
the Missionary society, Sunday School Teacher, served on the Mother's 
Board, member of the Sisters of Faith and Hope Society, for years she 
was the Finance Secretary of the Lauderdale B.T.U. Congress and 
every First Sunday, she helped to prepare the Lord's Supper. 


On Christmas day, 1932, she was united in Holy Matrimony to Jordan 
Wardlow who preceded her in death. Mary Sue was also preceded in 
death by one daughter, Gracie Reed and a great-grandson, Terrance 
“Cricket™ McGee. 

She was educated in the Lauderdale County Public School System. 


On Saturday, April 12, 2003 at 7:20 a.m., she was called to rest by her 
Heavenly Father. 
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Actual home and land are shown, 
a big rambling “ginger bread house” 
as my aunt used to call it. 


There were approximately 65 acres 
surrounding the home where we had 
lots of room to explore. 
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Mr. Jordan Wardlow, husband of 
Mrs. Mary Sue Wardlow, and the 
old smokehouse where we used to 


A Bit of Local History 


John Clem Hale and Pamela 
Wardlaw, daughter of Joseph 
Wardlaw, married Jan 27, 1847. 
John Clem Hale settled Hales 
Point around 1842, which is still 
a community today along the 
Mississippi River, approx. 18 
miles west of Halls, Tennessee 
on Highway 88. 

Joseph Wardlaw, Pamela’s 
father, built the original building 
called Sugar Hill, the first brick 
home in Ripley, Tennessee. 

Tom and Hilliary Wardlow 
were Slaves at the time Sugar 
Hill was built. They took the 
Wardlaw family name and 
changed the name to Wardlow. 
Tom and Hilliary Wardlow were 
responsible for the handmade 
bricks in the fireplaces at Sugar 
Hill, which are still standing in 
2016. 

The name Sugar Hill came 
from the grove of Sugar Maple 
trees where the home was 
originally built. The home was 
later turned into a public library, 
and is in use today, where a 
small historical frontier life 
museum is housed, along with 
the Ripley Chamber of 
Commerce offices. 

Tom and Hilliary Wardlow’s 
descendants later moved to the 
Hale family farm in Arp, to the 
west of Ripley. 

A few of the Wardlow 
descendants still live in and 
around the community at Arp 
and in nearby Memphis. 
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